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resented, would also be in his hands. Spenser drank
two more glasses of champagne at the buffet in rapid
succession and made his way to greet his host at the
special gangway which had been rigged up forward.
The chug-chug of the motor was like music in his
ears. The motor galley swept round the stern of the
yacht, its engines now shut off, and came stealing
through the dim light up to the improvised gang-
way. Now Spenser could make out the shapes of the
people in the boat. A flash of light from one of the
portholes was reflected from the steel of the weapon
the Marquis was carrying. There was some one seated
by his side, partly hooded, a woman who lifted her
head as they drew nearer. Spenser felt every nerve in
his body taut. A great giddiness seemed to have seized
him. It was that last glass of champagne, he told him-
self wildly. He caught at the rails and peered with
horrified gaze over the side. He was having a vision,
of course! It was the sudden lessening of the tension
of the last few hours. What he saw, or seemed to see,
could have no possible real existence. It was the
shadow which had so often haunted him, the shadow
of the woman whom those doctors had thought
dead. What was the meaning of this diabolical trick
that some one was playing upon him? He leaned over
the side. Why was she there? She was wearing the
same severely cut black clothes, the same steel spec-
tacles. He heard her voice as she asked her companion
a question. She stood up, prepared to leave the gal-
ley. Spenser's cry was lost amidst the hubbub of the
grappling chains. The world swung away from un-
der his feet. He felt the gurgling of water in his ears,